THIS CIVILIZATION...

*\ T 7E are bribed to breed
^ *     God's men like cattle or horses or dogs
On high purpose, with a plan, a design.
From the moment they bellowed their first cry and
Announced their triumphant entry into the world
They have sucked wine and blood and T-N-T.
Ever since they crawled about   on their tottering

knees

They have gazed with wonder on balistrarias
The rifle and the bullet have interested them more
Than    did    caterpillars   and    cocoons      interest

Pasteur or Fabre.

They delight in riding miniature tanks
(The fatal tricycles and scooters they'd fain blow off)
And on Sundays parade unif ormed and gunned
In a perfect-ordered phalanx
Through the principal city thoroughfares
Under the glad-fiery eyes of a strong-weak Mr X.

Early or late
They stoop to national fate
To their God-ordained destiny.
They embrace the arms and kiss the bomb
To free men who axe slaves to men
They war with war to bring peace to the race of
man.
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